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Summary: A love story between an OFC and Helen 
Parr/Elastigirl 


The Babysitter 

After the incident with Jack Jack getting kidnapped by Syndrome the 
Parrs decided they needed a babysitter more accustomed to dealing 
with supers, and that's when they decided to call my dad. Frozone, my 
dad Bob Parr's best friend since before I was even born, said I would 
love to babysit for them gave Helen my number. Normally that would be 
fine, but there's just one problem I have had a major crush on her 
since she was my babysitter. 

It started when I six she had babysat me before but today I had been 
playing outside and didn't want to take my bath. As Elastigirl was 
chasing me around trying to get me in the tub the water was getting 
colder and colder. Finally she was able to wrap her arms around me 
she stripped me from my mud caked dress and rather annoyed plopped me 
in the chilly water. I didn't know why it made me so tingly at the 
time. She bathed me all over my nipples going hard as her hand 
brushed them, then my stomach feeling like it was full of wiggly 
worms as she washed my nethers . 

The Jealousy started when I was nine she started dating Mr. 

Incredible oh how I hated him she was my babysitter but she was 
around less and less. The worst thing I could imagine at the time 
happened they got married. One year later at my birthday party 
something even worse happened He Mr. Incredible told everyone they 
were expecting, I exploded It was that day I learnt just what my 
powers were and just what I could do with them. My little rose plant 
broke its pot it grew and wrapped around his neck the thorns cutting 
into him other branches throwing people around. My parents said it 
was because of the attention being put on the Parrs, no it was 
jealousy a fire burning in me died that day that little bit of 
hope . 



Growing up was hard no one I could tell my secrets to, moving so 
often. I swear only half of the moves were actually my fault. I mean 
Bob Parr is a horrible influence on my dad, always chasing the rush 
getting exposed as supers the government having to hide us cover it 
up again. I felt like a freak new school after new school no time to 
make friends, oh god the relentless torment for my hair and eyes. 
Black hair streaked with green it would change with the season like a 
leaf, winter was the worst having white stripes "Zebra face" "skunk 
head" "oldie moldy". My eyes one a deep chocolate brown and the other 
a bright golden. 

I tried to kill myself I deluded myself in my mind the words would 
repeat I started to think "no one will care" "they won't notice" "you 
were a mistake". I was wrong I learned it the hard way, but I was 
wrong . 

By the time I was eighteen I didn't notice the names, the looks they 
gave I had developed nicely. C cup breast that went beautifully with 
my wide hips and round ass my taught stomach the slight muscles 
straining against my skin, my skin like caramel my lips pouty and a 
deep pink. I grew to like, no love myself, my body. 


End 
f ile . 



